1940]                                      EGO 4
at least with stricter regard for one's author, here is the last
verse of Hugo's Booz Endormi:
\ . . et Ruth, se demand ait,
Immobile, ouvrant Toeil a moitie sous ses voiles,
Quel dieu, quel moissonneur de 1'eternel ete
Avait, en s'en allant, neglige*nment jete
Cette faucille d'or dans le chs-mp des etoiles.
The translator of this must account for immobile, ouvrant
Poeil, dieu, moissonneur, Veternel ete, faucille, champ, and
etoiles. Here is my effort:                 ^
And Ruth did ask,
Motionless, rapt, lifting her eyes half-veiled,
What harvester of summer all unflown,
What parting god had negligently thrown
His golden sickle on that starry field.
That, in my view, is at least near-poetry, and it gets in all
the words. I sent it to Felix, who has not felicitated !
May 7 Item from to-day's " For the Forces " programme,
Tuesday, as given in the Radio Times: " 7.50 More about
photographing elephants."
On Sunday morning I saw the little Oriental gentleman who
lives near Jock in Covent Garden wearing his new Chinese-
red trousers which appear to be made of Christmas-cracker
paper, and twirling a luminous and almost transparent
greenish-yellow parasol. He was smoking a long cigar with
unself-conscious nonchalance, and was so manifestly the
gentleman that nobody stared. Jock says that when he passes,
the only notice the market porters take is to stop swearing.
Last night I saw supping with a lady at the Cafe Royal
a very handsome, foreign-looking young man wearing a
maroon blouse, dark blue trousers, cowhide boots, and a
girdle from which hung a dagger. When he left the restaurant
he donned a magnificent blue military overcoat emblazoned
with many medal-ribbons, and carried in his hand a cap of
white astrakhan. On inquiry I learned that he was a flying ace
in the Finnish army. I am afraid that the manners of the
West End's late suppers are less good than tlfose of Covent
Garden porters. We all stared a lot.
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